IGARKA — POLAR    CAPITAL
But Valeria Petrovna had not arrived there yet. It seemed
hopeless.
clt would be best for you to wait a little. I shall try to
catch her somewhere. Meanwhile—I am not too busy this
morning—tell me all you want, maybe I can arrange a few
things myself before Comrade Ostroumova gets back.
She is ruining herself with all that work. What a
pity! She is the most energetic person in the whole
Arctic.5
There is one Russian verb which will stand out in my
memory more clearly than any other: Ta zkdu—I wait.
I heard it and I said it in all its forms. Will you wait, please?
Cannot you wait? I shall wait until he conies, I won't
wait any longer. If you keep me waiting another minutes
I shall write to Pravda about it. ... Usually it ended up
with me saying to myself. . . . Nothing doing, you'll have
to wait after all.
But this time I would not. I asked the little girl secretary
to give my compliments to Tovarich Ostroumova and tell
her that I would ring up in the afternoon to get an appoint-
ment.
What was there to do but to spend the morning hanging
around, trying to cget the flair of the place' 5 breathing the
sweetly smell of slaughtered wood that soon established
itself in my subconscious as the odorous symbol of Igarka?
I found myself outside a Parikmakherskaya^ a barber's shop,
after a while. That's an idea. I went in and sat down in the
chair. While I looked suspiciously at the wash basin before
me5 only to find that it was not so bad as I had expected,
someone tied an apron round my neck from behind and a
soft voice asked me to lean back. I found myself in the arms
of a wroman. She was high-cheeked., full-Epped, and had
great blue eyes. She washed her hands like a surgeon, then
tackled my face with tender fingers. The shaving cream was
strongly perfumed. So was she. I waited for her to hand
me over to a man who would finish the job. But no! She
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